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ARNEY. as & telegraph boy. 
had once been summoned to 
a dressing room in Daly's 
Theater by an indignant star 
who had refused to intrust his mes- 
sage to any but official hands. And he 
)iad once boen called to a grated office 
In the Tombs to take a telegram from 
a prosperous-looking elderly gentle- 
man in handcuffs. It waa chiefly from 
the memories of these two experi- 
ences that Barney constructed his 
expectation of what be Waa to And 
•when he should enter the private Of- 
fices and operatives' rooms of the 
Dabbing detective bureau, to report 
for duty. 

As. for example — Babbing. in his 
sanctum, at a make-up table, gum- 
ming a false mustache to bis lip, his 
dresser waiting to hand him a wig 
and a revolver, the room .pictur- 
esquely hung with costumes aud dls- 
gulses, handcuITs and leg-irons, dodg- 
ers that offered rewards for desperate 
captures ("dead or alive") and sets 
of burglars' tools and the weapons of 
outlawry, the latter arranged deco- 
rattVely on the walls after the man- 
ner of a collodion of trophies. 

And Barney's better Judgment ac- 
cepted that' picture from hla Inebriat- 
ed young imagination without really 
knowing lhat he had accepted It — 
»i nt II he was called from the outer 
public office of the bureau Into 8ab- 
lung's private room, and found the 
famous detective silting at a table- 
desk. in a swivel chair, reading his 
morning mail like the manager of 
any suceesaful business 41 work In 
thb office of any successful business 
manager. "Sit down." Babbing said, 
•without looking atjiim. 

Barney sat down, against the wall. 
H* was conscious pf the Stimulating 
disappointment — the Interested sur- 
prise in disillusion — that reality gives 
to the alert romantic mind. So to 
•peak. 

The office was as commonplace and 
average as Babblng’s conventional 
business clothe*. There w*s nothing 
on the walls hut some framed photo- 
graphs of office groups. There was 
no furniture on the deek but tele- 
phone instruments, pens and Ink, pa- 
per weights, and some shallow wire 
baskets that were Ailed with letters, 
telegrams and typewritten reports. 
There was. in fact, nothing interest- 
In the rqpm but Babbing; and 
Babbing looked aa uninteresting and 
Ordinary as the roopi. 

Hie letters bed been opened for him. 
the pages Aattened out. and the en- 
velopes attached to them with paper- 
clips. His right hand reached a sheet 
from a wire basket at one side of the 
deala and put it on the blotter before 
him, his left hand hskl It a moment 
for his eyes to reed It. and then car- 
ried it to one or the baskets on the 
other side of the desk snd dropped It 
automatically in its proper place; his 
rfght hand meanwhile had. produced 
the next letter.' His eyes moved only 
from sheet to sheet. "Did you tell 
your mother ahout the ease you were 
on 


terms, and convinced himself that 
Palmer had money and knew some- 
thing about the hotel business. They 
inspected the moribund Stilton House 
together. Palmer saw possibilities in 
It. He paid $J00 for a two weeks' 
option on the property and took the 
only good room in the house. In order 
to audit the books at his leisure, and 
consider a plan of business rehabilita- 
tion. The proprietor assisted him. de- 
ferrd to him. flattered him. and se- 
cretly chuckled to him. A price of 
$40,000 was agreed upon. Palmer af- 
fected a brand of expensive Havana 
cigars csllrd I’adages Palmas; and 

the proprteior added a box of them to 
his showcase stock for Palmer's use. 
They became as intimately friendly 
as It is possible to become in a busi- 
ness deal where the seller has- to 
maintain a- consistent Indifference be- 
cause' lie is getting too much for his 
godds. 

"TIT* thing that sticks in his crop," 
Snider said,, "la these millionaire 
cigal-e. Palmier smoked two 'boxes; of 
them. The old man squeals about it 
worsa than anything." 

Babbing gave Archibald a telegram 
that ha had been reading. "Wire them 
I cktrt take it up per«onaiiy. but If 
thejnnurn It over to our branch of- 
fice there I'll be on later lo direct the 
Investigation. • • • What was It. 
CIWU7’;The same old game?" 

‘•‘Sure," Snider smiled. "At noon on 


dn. "Mr. Nullah- van !'' 

The boy passed Barney on hla way 
out. and Barney followed. But there 
were no more nibbles — neither In the 
bar, the chfe. the grill, the barber shop, 
the wuahroom, nor anywhere elne. The 
boy went bark to the deak 

* "a ana stooa looic- 


so fast that it took his breath away , doorway, he searched the tables anx- 
like a Coney Island chute, and he held | iously. "Mr. Hullah-van A man sit- 
back against the cushions, with his , ting aloft* at ft far window signaled to 
eyes on the dial, delightfully appalled, i the beUhov. They conferred together. 
And he had the confused emotions of I Th# man snook hla head. The boy went 
being outfitted In a round felt hat. ' “ “ 

such as college boys are supposed to 
favor, and a pair of enameled leather 
shoes, which Babbing bought fsr him 
in a Broadway shop while the cab 
waited at the door. Two dollars for 
the hat and flv* dollars for the shoes! 

Gee! And then the meter began 
again — measuring 6th avenue In 
dimes 

He had been aware In the shop that 
Babbing was posing as his father and palmer! 
enjoying the party. He caught Bah- 1 
hing smiling at him in the chariot; 
and he snickered excitedly. 

When the cab stopped Babbing 
rbacbed the handle of the door ' and 
said. "Kwtp right up With me now. 
but don’t open your mouth"; and Bar-, 
ncy atepped out of the cab aa If It 
hid .beep an aeroplane, and found 
earth again la front 


bet they want OliphanU If you've no 
objections. I'll take this call, Mr. Sul- 
livan- " 

"None whatever," StillHu* 
fably. Tm sure it's apt hr me. 

Tome on,. boy. Show me the 
phone." 

As ha passed ha laid Mb head on 
Barney's shoulder and gave him a 
warning eqneeme. It was needed, for 
as soon as he waa out of hearing 
Sullivan tamed to Barney with a 
plump, suave smile. ''lao't that 
■ - - - - city*" 


KT “k-r it -S. jThom V ouph.-t of 
door of the dining room, where he had Bamaj sodded cheerfully. 

his hope If It had only b " n woU! 

1 i dm tit," 

uess everybody 


I've heard of him. 

So that's Thomas Oll- 




himself on. the earth _ 
oT the Hotel Haarlem on 4M street 
near the Grand Central station. He 
.defended Habblug's satchel from the 
doorman while- Babbing ransomed 
Mmaelf’lroro the taximeter. 

The defective in-pis raincoat, with 
Ms umbrella, wandered Into the glided 
lobby Of the Haarlem, looking about 
him simply. He found the cigar stand 
and approached It. with Barney, as if 


* * * * j Karn*y grlnped. “I guess ev 

mining gtoewr ..... • 

gusaa so ,.He*« got mobbf 

Kansah CttrT ' * - 
Barney aSottV his -head scornfully. 
•% wpirdpr-jf - he k sow my brother* 
I a, -to*; BHfy Bislfh.-} 

^dcnmi. You hotter ask Mm 


ABBINU 

didn't set him." Barney reported 
Babbing nodded. They went to their 
seata on the sofa. “He'll be back.' 
Babbing said. "He hasn't given up 
liis room." 

Barney sighed. 'T thought we had 
him." 

"How so?" 

•'A man lu the dinin' room stopped 
that bell-hop an' then turned him 
down." . 

Babbing rose at once. That s our 
man." 

"But he turned him down ' 

"Com* on. Show me where ho Is. 


•M»wr 0 » . . 

be dor** 

Jeffi •-WMW baglness ft he In 7" 
"Say* "What are 

you rrylnVW’4* to***#? You Imv 
what he doe*' ** well asl da” 
Sullivan said hastily: "Well. I 

thought ha aU^fct have rsttrsd. 


Well, wall! 


rour mother at 

The left hand passed a. la 
to th* right The right han 
If in the waste basket “ 


you tell her?" ' 


.letter back 
hand dropped 
What did 


*T tol‘ her I bad a new Job." 

“As » detective?" 

*T was scared to tell bar that She'd 
a' thought it was. the earns aa a pollce- 
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must speak to him 
whsM'M b*ek. Toffi Oliphant. 

eh? !t> a assail world. Well, well:" 


*7 

prsreadi 


“I WAS SCARED TO TEL I. HER THAT.’* 


, .fell?" The left hand pressed a call 
bdtion. "Suppose she did?" 

"She'd 'a' thought 1 was goln’ to get 
killed." 

Babbing turhed his head to look 
over hla glasses at. the boy. "Dike 

your father?" . 

Barney smiled an apology for the 
absurdity of mothers. -Yea, : air.”' 

- A clerk opened the door. Babbing 
tossed a letter across the table to 
Im. "Find out who that fellow la. 
tlght away." 

The clerk reported; "Mr. Snider has 
Just come in." Babbing continued 
wjth reading. The clerk went out. 
Ignored even by Barney — aa the com- 
' Mender's civilian secretary would be 
Ignored by a young uniform. 

"So you told her what?' 

“I tol' her I waa waitin’ In an office 
with a telegram yeste’dav 'n' — they 
wanted an office hoy. 'n •— they of- 
fered me twelve a week. An' I took 

Robbing apparently forgot him In 
the perusal of a two-page letter 
• losely typed. His eyes parted with It 
reluctantly. "Old you. tell any one 
else?" 

"No. sir." *> 

•*T see." Rabbington said. And Bar- 
ney waa not aware that he. had stood 
a test of character and passed an ex- 
amination In discretion. Ho had no 
suspicion that Babblng'a absent- 
minded manner was almost aa much 
»f a disguise as If it had bean put on 
« li h spirit-gum. He was waiting for 
Babbing to flolsh with the letters and 
direct him to his work. 

"Don't use the public office here- 
after." Babbing said. "Come In at 
IMS." lie turned to a phone. "Tell 
Snider I'll see him." He pressed a call 
button, “you'll have to start by isarn- 
' log to speak the English language." he 
admonished Barney. “We haven't cases 
enough on the Bowery to kevp you 
working where people say ‘I toler I 
w'as whiten' whan they mean 'I told 
her I waa wallin'.” He changed the 
awitchea on an office phone. "Bring 
ms my schedule." He said to Barney: 
“Stay where you are. Ill have some- 
thing for you In a moment." 

w * * * 

T-vOOHH began to open, unexpectedly. 

• on all sides. A stenographer ap- 
peared with a notebook, sat down to 
face Babbing across the desk and pre- 
pared himself and hla fountain pen to 
take dictation. Archibald, the office 
manager— a grlsaled old man with the 
lekn mouth of a prelate— brought a 
list of Babbing'* appointments for the 
•lay and discussed them with him. def- 
< rcntially An operative who proved 
to be ‘‘Char’ Snider, from Chicago, 
drifted In as If he were casually Inter- 
ested. and shook hands wtlh "The 
<'hl*r’ and drew a chair up at one side 
of the desk and made himself at home, 
with his ankle on hla knee and his hat 
•■n his ankle. The day's work had 
begun. 

To Barney, watching. It became as 
bewildering as th* smoothly Intricate 
activity of a complicated machine. 
Babbing dictated letters In a leisurely 
undertone that waa continually Inter- 
mitted for telephone calls, th# arrival 
of opened telegrams, corroboratory 
references to filed records, consulta- 
tions with Archibald, directions to op- 
eratives, and. above and around and 
under It all. an Interested reciproca- 
tion of talk with Bolder. "Hello? Yes. 
Where' are you? Have you got the 
goods on him? I see. Who’s with yon? 

• an you get In to see me? I'll relieve 
you with Corcoran. Three-thirty this 
afternoon." • * • “Take this. William 
l\ Barrow. . and so forth. Dear Blr. 
Yburs of the 16th. Regret that I'm 
unable to meet you. and so forth. 
Previous engagements In Chicago on 
i hat data Suggest the 27th." • • • 
"Wire lhat fellow to stop sending me 
telegrams or he'll queer the whole 
plant. Sign it Adam Hansen." • • • 

• res. Chal? Did he biter 

And because Snider was telling a 
connected story — a patiently connect- 
ed atory in spite of all distractions — 
Harney’s confused attention slowly 
concentrated on Mm. 

Snider was becoming bald; his hair 
waa parted down the middle with 
mathematical precision, as perfectly 
aligned as the ribs and backbone of a 
kippered herring:. He kpoke rather 
mlnclngly, smiling, butRever moving 
liia hand*. He had anfblr of pudgy 
inertia— an inoffensive sedentary sir. 
good-natured — and a look of credulity. 
He made a specialty of confldenoe 
men. lie was telling about one who 
had been operating In Chicago under 
■ the name of Charles Q Palmer. 

Palmer had advertised in the want 
■-olamns that he wished to buy a hotel 
property in Chicago, and the owner of 
i ha old Stilton House had answered 
the ad. Palmer was living In splendor 
at the Da Halle; the owner of the Stll- 
I untiled with him there, talked 


the 16 th. the day the option expired, 
he bought the hotel with a New York 
draft for 16 , 000 , and opened an so- 
count at the old man's bank with a 
check for .the extra 66.000 which the 
old man wrote. He wes carrying a 
little black handbag full of furniture 
catalogues and decorator's estimates 
and plans he had drawn for remodel- 
ing the ground floor of the Stilton. 
He got 1600 under the old man's nose, 
put it In the bag and went off to 
make a deposit with th* contractor 
who was to do the remodeling. One 
of the boys from the hotel happened 
to be at the Central depot about 3 
O'clock, and he thought he saw 
Palmer going through the gates, but 
he didn’t speak of it until the old 
man began lo worry because Palmer 
hadn't turped up for dinner. He was 
afraid Palmer had bean blackjacked! 
* * * * 


hxjEXT morning he found out at 
'the bank that Palmer had drawn 
all but fifty dollars of his five thou- 
sand. And the New York draft turned 
out to be phoney. 

“They brought the case to us. but 
Palmer had made a clean getaway. 
There waa nothing in his trunk but 
some hotel sheets and bundles of old 
newspapers to give It weight. Our 
boys are at work on It." 

Babbing had finished hi* correspond- 
ence. He began to walk up and down 
the room In an Idle Interval. “He's 
probably In town here now." 

"What makes yod think so, chief?" 

"Why didn't you wire us? That I 
o'clock train la on# of the slowest on 
the line. It doesn't get her* till 8:10. 
next night." 

"We didn't have the case tilt lata 
yesterday morning. And there was 
nothing to show he came this way." 

"He'd arrived last night. Did you 
get a good description of him?" 

"Yes. hut he was wearing a beard 
and mustache." 

"How old?" 

"They say about thirty-five, and 
heavy — a hundred and seventy .or 
maybe more. Five foot eight or nine. 
Dressed to look like a prosperous 
hotel man. Dight eyes, bluish gray. 
Nothing peculiar about him." 

Babbing was standing at the win- 
dow looking out over lower roofs of 
wholesale houses to the ferries of the 
North river and the docks and chim- 
neys or the Jersey shore. It was an 
Invitingly clean and bright spring 
day. I'd like to try a long shot at 
that fellow " he said, and little Bar- 
ney's heart leaped with the blind In- 
stinct of a setter pup who sees prepa- 
rations for the hunt. 

Snider took his hat from hla ankle 
and his ankle from hla knee. "At 
Palmer?" 

'Babbing drifted back to his desk 
and sat down. 

"Got a hunch, chief?" 

Snider asked It in the wistful man- 
ner °f envy Interrogating the inscrut- 
able. Babbing stared at him. thought- 
fully. Snider blinked and waited. 
Babbing said, at last: "It was rain- 
ing hard last night at eight-thirty. 
H« wouldn't shave on the train." 

Snider put hla hat on the floor and 
leaned forward Intently. "We couldn't 
run out all the barber shops in town, 
could we?" 

"He'd go to a hotel and get It off 
In bla room." 

Snider's expression indicated that 
there were almost as many hotels aa 
barber ehops 

Babbing glanced at his wetoh. "I 
can locate him In an hour tf I can 
locate him at all." He rose briskly. 
“Explain to Archibald I'll phone to 
tell you where 1 am aa soon as I get 
In touch with anything Where's my 
bag? Dump those reports Into It.” 
He opened the door of a clothes closet 
In a corner by the window snd took 
out a soft black felt hat. a black 
raincoat and an umbrella. He put 
on the coat, and It looked aa provin- 
cial as a linen duster. He shook out 
the rolled umbrella, untidily. 'Tome 
on. boy." he said to Barney. "Carry 
that hng" Barnev grabbed it eager- 
ly. "Th's is no day to be in school. 
Is It?" Bsbbing said to him at the 
door. And Barney's throat was so 
choked with excitement that he could 
only gulp and grin. 

Snider, seeing them go. had the 
puxsled eyebrow* and the doubtful 
smile of the man who does not believe 
that you can do It but would Ilka to 
know how you propose to begin. To 
find. In the city of New York, a swin- 
dler whom you have never seen, of 
whom rou have no accurate descrip- 
tion. who may not have come to New 
York at all, and who will be carefully 
concealing himself If he has come! 

No sueb doubts as Snider's occupied 
Barney's mind, of course. He had 
other things to think of. He had hie 
first ride up Broadway In a taxicab, 
for Instance — whirring along In a 
bouncing rush of liuur" In- 

credible cost rr.'W r.n the tn.Ti-r.»>»:- 


it were a booth at a country fair. The 
clerk saw them coming. It showed In 
his face. 

Babbing said: "Padagee Palmas." 

' The clerk did not move. He was In 
New York accosted by the provinces. 
"What did you aay?" 

Babbing regarded him a moment, 
mildly thoughtful. He cleared hie 
throat. “Young man,” he said. "I want 
a saegar called the Padagee Palmas. 
It'a a fairly well known Havana, but 
the easiest *») for you to tell it. 
when you see It, Is to read the name 
eo tBe band around the middle.”’ 

The clerk had turned his back to 
get a box from the shelves behind 
him. Hla earn were red. •« 

"Yes." Babbing said, "that's the 
one. Are these fresh ?" 

"J opened It myself yesterday." The" 
box waa still full. 

'"I don't much like them fresh." 

The clerk tried to look his Indif- 
ference. "We don't keep " 

“You can keep four of those,” Bab- 
hlng cut In cheerfully and passed on. 
B*™«y followed him. And Barney 
could feel the clerk's eyes wltherlngly 
on his back. 

* * * * 

rpHIS was good fun. but Barney did 
not see the drift of It. When 
they Issued on 43d street again and 
started to crosa toward the Beaumont 
he began to understand. 

They mounted the Beaumont's mar. 
kl* step* together and approached 
the cigar dounter. The clerk here 
waa an older man. who waa perhaps 
accustomed to eervlng millionaires In 
ishabblness. Babbing found the box 
In the showcase and pointed to It 
The clerk whisked It out deftly. Bab- 
blng took two. "Do you sell many 
of these r' 

'•Yes, elr,” he said. "Quite a num- 
ber." 

"How many?" 

"Well, I couldn't aay exactly. I've 
sold eiz this morning." 

Babbing waa slow ahout getting 
the cigars Into his waistcoat pocket, 
and he was slow about getting his 
mfn*?' ° Ut ' , ‘ 8,X ' Ch? Counting 

“Yes. Another gentleman took 
four." 

"I'll bet that was Charlie." Bab- 
bing commented to Barney. "Clean- 
shaven man with blue eyes V he asked 
the clerk. "Heavy set?" 

"I think you're right." the clork 
replied, busying himself with his 
cash register "I didn't notice his 
eyes, but I think you're right. • • • 
Thank you. Nice day?" 

Babbing grunted, non-committally, 
and went to tlie desk. He turned to 
the arrivals of the prevlons night. 
Among the names of visitors from 
Buffalo and Albany there was the 
florid signature of a Spencerian cali- 
graphist who had arrived singularly 
from Washington. D. C. He was 
"Thos. Sullivan." 

Babbing led the way to a leather 
sofa. "I think our man is here." he 
said to Barney, "under the name of 
Thomas Hulltvan. He writes like a 
forger, anyway. We've jfcjt to pick 
him up and feel him out. I'm going 
outside to telephone to him. If he's 
in his room I'll stall him. If he Isn't 
I II have him paged. Thomas Sulli- 
van. You follow the boy around. 
Nobody'll notice you. They'll think 
ypu're looking for some one. Rpot 
Sullivan If the boy finds him. and 
■how him to me when I come back 
Then we'll get together and rope 
him." 

"Yes. elr." Barney said. 

"The telephone booths are down the 
hall at the left of the deak. Hiere's 
a parcel rack there, and you'd better 
check this bag till know what we're 
going to do The dining-room's at the 
end of the hall Sullivan may be at 
breakfast. If any one asks you any 
questions you're looking for your uncle. 
I'm your uncle. Sit here for two min- 
utes. Then get over by the call desk." 

Babbing pursued his placid way to the 
door, and Barney sat back on the sofa. 
He had no doubt that Sullivan was the 
swindler. Palmer, but he could not guess 
how Babbing had come almost direct- 
ly to the Beaumont to locate him. He 
puxsled over It, happily. In the back- 
ground of hie thoughts he was saying 
to himself: "Gee. this Job's gnat!” 

When hie two minutes had measured 
themselves on the clock he went to check 
his bag. He located the telephone 
booths. He msde sure that the dining 
room had not been shifted. As he re- 
turned to the lobby a call boy cir- 
culating among tbe easy chsim and 
smoking tables in front of the news 
stand, suddenly began to crow "Mr. 
Sullah-van ! Mr Sullah-van !” 

Mr. Bull! van did not reply. H»e boy 
turned down the hall to the dining room, 
and Barney sauntered after him. “Mr. 
Sullah-van !” The head WRlter at the 
door bent indulgently to ask Barney ; 


You re asleep." They were crossing 
the lobby, and Babbing waa talking in 
a low, indifferent, chatty tone. "Hla 
name isn't really Sullivan. So as soon 
as he learned that the boy had a tele- 
phone call, he knew it couldn’t be for 
him. None of hie friends In town 
would call for him by that name. Is 
there an empty table near him?" 

"I — I don't know.” 

Babbing slowed hla pace. "My name’s 
Thomas Oliphant." he said. "Well 
get a table near him. Then you go 
to the tblejihone and call' up the office 
— one -seven -three-one Debroeaea — and 
get Chal Snider. Tell him I'm In the 
dining-room, here, and 1 want to be 

r aged as Thomas Hulltvan. Make him 
nsist on the Thomas.' Don’t forget 
that. Tell him they've paged me aa 
Sullivan and I don't answer. Then 
Join ran .at the table. Hulllvan'll atop 
the boy again. I'll break In on him. 
I'm expecting a call. There'a probably 
a mistake In tb* name. Thomas Sul- 
livan for Thomas Oliphant. Do you 
understand? That'll give u* ah. In- 
troduction to him. Where is he? 
Don't point.*' 

They were at the dining room door. 
'There he Is — over at that last 
window." 

"I aee. I'm your rich uncle from 
Kansas City. You're Barney Cook, my 
New York nephew. Go ahead and tele- 
phone. Get me a Tribune.” And Bab- 


. ; hook. , ... „ 

I The ffsh proceeded tp climb Wp the 
line and fight his way Into th* creel 
las 'eooit as- Babbing returned; and 
; Babbing at flint bald biro off. suspi- 
ciously. Yea. ha waa Thomas Ollybant 
of Kansas City... d»», not cattle. 
Deather. sir;' leather! William Smith? 
No. he didn't krtow William fcnlth. Me 
thought he. had heard of WUitam 
Smith, but couldn't place MM. Hie 
brother-1 n-mt*? . A pleasure. A pleas- 
ure. Much Obliged to Mr; IhtUlvna Far 
letting him take that telephone call. 
Ii was pressing business. They had 
been trying all morning to gat blau 
on the phone. 

1 In ten minutes the engaging Sulli- 
van had mbved to the vacant chair 
opposite Barney, had lighted one ef bln 
i 'adages Palmas rather gaudily, and 
wa* listening to Babbing with a flat- 
tering admiration showing la hie 
bluish-gray syne. It developed that 
Sullivan waa Interested in Cobalt 
mines, heavily Interested; In fact, he 
owned one in partnership with some 
New Yark mining experts. Being 
questioned by Babbing upon the rat- 
ing of the Boaanxa mine In the Bea- 
ver district, he remarked that It was 
a hole In the ground, hopeless as an 
Investment. It was not a mine at all. 
but merely a trap for suckers. Bab- 
bing waa much taken aback. 

Sulivan blossomed and expanded In 
that atmosphere ef trust. He and his 
partners were building a hotel for the 
tourist trad* near their mine. H* had 
been working on tbe plans far .th* 
building. They had discovered on* of 
the flneat, if not th* finest, spring of 
mineral water on the continent. And 
eo forth. 

He leaned back in his chair, making 
large gestures with hla cigar sad 
smiling a broad, indulgent siatle. He 
flattered Barney. "A mighty bright 
toy. your nephew. A mighty bright 
boy. I’d Ilk* to have a boy Ilk* that 
In my business." 

"Not muekr Barney said, pertly. 
“I'm going In with uncle." 

Some of Babblng's coffee got In Wla 
wind-pipe at that moment, and he 
coughed himself red in the fao*. Bar- 
ney kept a straight mouth. 

He exacted a promise from Babbing 
that he should go no further In the 
matter of th* Bonanza mine until he 
had com* to th* office of Sullivan’s 
friends, with Sullivan, to look into the 
•■propoaitlon" there. “Excuse m« a 
moment." he *ald." when Babbing had 
paid the waiter. "I'll Juat run up- 
stairs and gat the plans of onr hotel. 
I want to take them with me. Til 
meet you at the desk." 

He strutted off Importantly. Bab- 
bing sat a moment. T'f he brings 
down his satchel with those plans in 
it," he said, "you'll get it to carry. 
And. at the firm opportunity, you’ll 
cut away with it. TTaderstand? Take 
it to the offwe. They'll have keys to 
open it there. I'll get in touch with 
ChaJ as soon as I can phone. If h*’* 
still carrying his Chicago outfit In 
that bag ws'v* got our case com 
plete- Now. don't get cheeky. If 
you're not careful you'll stub your 



toe!” 

A half hour later a round-faced and 
sturdy youth of sixteen, breathing 
hard because he had been running, 
sat in a downtown express on Ui* 
subway, holding a small black hand- 
bag on hla knees. H* was struggling 
with a dimpled smile that continu- 
ally escaped control and exploded In 
a snort. The other passengers smiled 
at him amusedly. He retreated to 
the back platform, giggling, and 
grinned at his ease out the door. 

He was still grinning aad Mill 
breathing hard when he entered the 
Babbing bureau at room 1*66. and 
hurried into Babblng'a private office 


at the coat rack, went to meet the 
head waiter with all his Inrumbrances 
of hat. raincoat and umbrella. He had 
evidently a somewhat countrified re- 
luctance to trust his things out of his 
sight. 

The multiplicity of Instructions 
which Barney had to remember weigh- 
ed him down to deliberate and cau- 
tious movement. He went slowly to 
the telephone; It took him some time 
Bab 


IMIWHV. Vir L (lie R lllUUlir. riliu c I . _ J, 

hing. refusing the offices of the girl : “ * *5T U,, « 

paper at Babblng’s desk. "Here’s 
Palmer's bag!" 

"What!" 

.."S-r.! Hurry up an’ sea what's In 
It. The chief wants to know. Hurry 
up. He's got him." 

Sn J^" dropped his paper and 
grabbed the phon*. "Hello? Hello 
Rrlng me In a bunch of skeletons for 
a small satchel. Quick!" He caught 
the bag from Barney. 'Well, I'll be 
■witched. How the bell?" 

Barney wiped th# perspiration of 
hl * for *h*a(i with his coat 
J, u *' roped him at the Beaumont. 
buyirT them tone clr»ri. H 
old devil! How did he 
think of that!”. 

"Search me!" Barney grinned. # 

* •* * * 

A OLERK name | n with the key* 
Snider had tbe hag opegad 
in a Jiffy, He dumped It* contents on 
the deak — blue-prints, catalogue*,- a 
scratch Mock, loos* sheets of kmr*- 
randa, an assortment off blank ohaoka, 
and a roll of money In a rubber baad. 
The old man's wad!” Snider exulted. 

G— — , he's got the swag back, 
too! Where la he?" 

"He’s off with Palmer. H*’g goln’ 
to phone you. He tol' me to grab 
the bag an beat It. That boob was 
tryln' to sell hltn stock in some fake 
hotel ha'a balldia' aome'r*. when I 


to get Babbing bureau; he gave his 
message to Bolder hesitatingly, cau- 
tiously. In veiled terms, for fear some 
one might overhear him; and he was 
almost back to the dining room before 
he recollected that he was to get a 
Tribune. Consequently. Babbing In 
his spectacles, seated At a aide table, 
back to back with the suspected 
Sullivan, was concluding his order to 
the waiter when Barney Joined them; 
and It was evident that there had been 
some difficulty over the menu. "Now. 
oatmeal porridge; mind that!" Babbing 
said. "Real oatmeal. No cattle mashes 
or health mushes for me. Sit here, 
boy." He put Barney at right angles 
to him. "And cream. Plenty of it. I 
don't care what It costs. And here. 
Wait a minute. I don't want my 
bacon fried to a cinder, either.” 

H*« was talking In an insistent, 
querulous grumble. The waiter kept 
saying. "No. sir. Yes. sir,” with a sort 
of cool servility that was professional 


to the point of contempt. Barney I dropped off." 


glanced atiMr. Sullivan. He was sip- 
ping his coffee, with, his head turned 
slightly. Barney could see that he was 
"getting an ear full." The waiter de- 
parted. ' , 

"Well" Babbing asked, "did you get 
them?" 

"Yes. sir.” 

"What did they say?" 

"They said they'd call you U; 

"Well, they'd better hurry." he 
blustered. "If they don't want my 
money. 1 can find lots of people in 
this town that do. Did they say they 
had those Bon'aase shares for me?” 

"They didn't gay.” 

"Huh! Give me that Tribune." He 
spread the pages impatiently. T don't 
see why these New Yprk papers don't 
have some western news In ' them." 
Add Sullivan, turning, took an ap- 
praising look at him over his shoulder! 

•There isn't a line here from Kansas 
City." Babbing complained. '• “A New 
York newspaper's the most provincial 
sheet in the universe, bar none." 

"Aw, gee. uncle.” Barney laufrhed. 
"Quit knockin' little or New York." 

•Boy!” Babbing said sternly, 'you 


Snider want through the swindler's 
papers wttk appropriate remarks, and 
then began t houg ht fully to peak them 
in the bag, -Wkare did yon go frem 

here?" 

Barney told the story in an excited 
| Ineoberency. Snider nodded and nod- 
ded. “He'# slick!” he commented 
Primly, again and again. "Ho’s pretty 
damn slick!" 

“Well, how did he know the guy 
wan at the Beaumont?" Barney asked. 

"He didn't know. He took a chance. 
He figured that Palmer wouldn't go 
Tar from the depot In the rain. Didn't 
yon hear him say it was raining bard 
last night at 8:30? Hf Just played a 
hunch and got away with ID" 

- "What's he goln* to do next?" Bar- 
ney demanded in the delighted im- 
patience 6f youth to know the and 
of the story. 

The ringing of the telephone boll 
Interrupted them with what pro red 
to be the answer. "Hello!" Snider 
said. ‘1e«, chief. Yea Ye*. Hi* 
whole outfit's in it. And four thou- 
sand or the old man's money. Yes. 

... Yes.” He tittered. He shook over 

talk as if your maw had raised you | the phone silently. “Ye-e-s. I'll ha-ve 
t. them.” And he dropped the receiver 


B ; 


on Uie Bowery. Where did you ever 
learn to speak like tljat? If that's 
tbe sort of grammar you get in your 
New York public schools. >•' ought to 
be ashamed of them." 

* * * * 

ARNEY had no reply to make, and 
his ancle's eye forbade Mm to 
make any. He had “caught onto" the 
game that Babbing waa playing, and 
he was enjoying it precociously; hut 
Babbing was evidently aot willing to 
Dave him join In It. They waited, in 
silence, for the call boy. 

And when the call boy came, crying 
“Mr. Thomas Sullivan" the game ‘de- 
veloped with the moat prosperous 
rapidity. Babbing interrupted the 
colloquy between th* uneasy Sullivan 
and the boy, and claimed tb* MUD 
“My name's Oliphant. I've been wait- 
ing here ail morning for a telephone 


"One?" Barney numbled that he was message, and these idiots go around 
looking for hie uncle. Standing in Uia bawling 'Su'.livaa. Sullivan.' whau I 


Into its hook and lay back in his 
cbtir in a grimacing sputter of fat 
laughter. Tie's bringing him hee- 
here. He'a pretending he thinks you — 
you've boen kl-kl-lrid-aapped. Hee- 
hee-hee”' Ho wiped hla wet eyes 
helplessly. "Palmar won't lot hJm 
go to tbe polio* station. They're co- 
ooming bore to gat us eat to find 
you." Ho Jumped up suddenly and 
slapped himself on top of th* head 
with a comical pasture. Tre got to 
gat paper* for him. Pvt Archibald 
wise to what's coming.*' Ha darted 
out the door with unexpected agility 
and Barney hastened to find Archi- 
bald. 

■ Either Archibald had no sea*e of 
humor or it- wqa inhibited by a 
stronger sense of fllgalty. Barneys 
atory provoked no smile from him. 
•Walt in fhe operative** 'room.* he 
saM drily. Tf we need you; wen ball 
you. • Eeave the bag- here.” The 
operatives' room was a large inner 
office filled- lip wi ll d-sks iii t show - 


ed taffy evidences at tong 
writers that rattled loosely, aad bat- 
tered flliag oaMaeta. Two men were 
•acting eat reports on tbelr type- 
writer*: a third was scare king th* 
pages of a telephone directory page 
s^ter page, slowly, as if he bad been 
at It for hours and expected to con- 
tinue it far hours. Baraay sat down 
in a corner and waited. No call came 
for bice. He isaagtaed th* scene be- 
tween Archibald, Babbing and Mr. 
Thomas Ball I van, wbea they sMbld 
put the swindled swindler under ar- 
rest; but he had to take it out In 
Imagining. The operatives came and 
went as busily as reporter* turning In 
their ceupy. but so one spoke to him. 

Aad Barney be c a me vaguely aware 
of one fact abont the life of detec- 
tives for which fiction had not pre- 
pared him. Dike the private soldier in 
a campaign, th* operative of a de- 
tective bureau obeys order* without 
knowing the reason for them and ex- 
ecutes commands without seeing their 
results. , He participates in events of 
vrhloh he does not always understand 
the beRlahlnff and sometimes never 
Igarps th* end. Barney was no long- 
er needed in the affair* of Charles Q. 
.Palmer, and he wa* net invited to 
watch tbe swindler'* brtoelsMneal 
when hi* bag was produced *s «vl- 
deate against him and the police ar- 
rived with tb* warrant for bib ar- 
rest. 

It was nearly midday when Babbing 
appeared and Barney stood up smiling 
to greet him. ** 

“Go home and tell your mother what 
you’re doing." Babbing said “And 
tell her to keep ii to herself. I want 
you to come lo Philadelphia with me 
tofilgM. Get yourself a auit case. Abd 
bring a suit of old cloth**— Ah* shab- 
biest you're got. • • • Here, Clark!" 
be called. Bbow this boy how to 
make oat a requisition for expense 
riioaey. He'll ae*d twenty-five or 
thirty dollar*. Be back here by * 
o'eteck." 

"Yea ale* Barney healtbtod. "Dlfl 
ypu get him?" 

"Who? Palmer? Oh. yes. Ye*. He'a 
held for return to Chicago. Run along 
now. Be hfcre sharp at », with your 
bag packs*. And tell your mother 
not to mark your linen— except with 
your initials. Understand r 

"Tea sir." 

Babbing regarded him whimsically. 
•How do yon like being a detective?" 

"Oh, gee!" Barney grinned. "It's 
great, chief r* 

Babbing gave him a parting pat oh 
the shoulder. "All right, boy^ he said. 
“I'm glad yon ilka it." And Barney 
did not understand why hi* toa* of 
volo* waa d spree I at ire 
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aide as he leaped out of Frellick'* 

r ' Thn little tn** was an deadly dan- 
gereus aa • cat; and when Andy 
leaped away. Frellick came after him 
on tiptoe, lightly treading, and there 
waa plain murder In his eyes. 

The little man had never killed, but 
he waa wining to. . . . 

Be It recorded lhat In that moment 
Andy waa not afraid. After the first 
shock of amassment and pain at th* 
knife play, he waa mad, and he waa 

C °Ahd he met Frellick hairway.atteek- 
ing more carefully, his eye on th* little 
man's knife hand. . .. , 

Frellick triad tw circle him, knife in 
his right hand, left slfle toward AMy. 

Hla weapon was no proper fighting 
knlfb; it was a small Jackknife, sharp- 
ened painfully on Soft stone*. If It 
had boasted a decent length or blafie. 
Andy could *carce have survived that 
first trio of wounds. A* it wa*. they 
were none of them serious They Med, 
but did not weaken him. He wa* fit. 
and he wa* angry. 

He met Frellick'* circling tactics, 
suddenly, with a sidelong, swinging 
kick with his left leg. It struck Frel- 
Hck'a knee and brought the little man 
down— brought Andy down, too. and In 
that instant of writhing contaatan he 
got Frellick** knife hand and gripped 
l: with both his and ret hi# teoth 

Frellick screamed and dropped the- 
knife, and at th* same time they rolled 
down a little slop* and came knee Oeep 
into water, and both broke away and 
stamped their feet and faced each 
other. Frellick whipped up * rock 
and threw ID Andy dodged, fflnglng up 
one hand. Tbe rock struck hlseltejw, 
paralysed his whole left arm. Frellick 
was reaching for another, and Andy 
■ wept lip a steaming spray of water 
from the lake into the little maMs 
face, blinding him Tor an InstanD and 
In that instant again charged ho me. 

The boy at this time had suffered 
a splintered rib or two; he had taken 
three knife thrusts, and hla left arm 
was helpless. Nevertheless, there was 
fight In Andy, and there was fight in 
Frellick. 

It was not fair fighting on either 
side. Neither knew nor cared what th* 
rule* might be. Frellick used knees 
and feet, bands, fista. elbows, head aM 
teoth ; aad so did Andy. They did. each 
to each, a surprising amount of dam- 
age in a very little time, and they 
created a commotion on the lake shore 
that waa quit* plainly visible from 
the cottages ac r os s sobacoak, with a 
glass to aM th* eye. 

The aad cams abruptly enough. Frel- 
lick reached for Andy’s face, got two 
fingers InaMb Andy's cheek and n 
thumb Into Andy's era. and he pulled 
at Andy's cheek and pushed at Andy's 
eye In a fashion calculated to Injure. - 
Andy -was flogged by the excruciat- 
ing pain Into a bow burst of 
strength; and his good right hand 
and his bad left got Frellick’s 
throat at last, and he drove tbe lit- 
tle man'* head under water and held 
him there. 

Frellick let go of Andy'* face; he 
caught Andy* wrists; he kicked and 
he twisted; aad then he ceased to 
kick or twist. When Frellick wa* 
still, Andy banged his head on the 
bottom In an ladoIenD rather apa- 
thetic way. once or twice; and then 
he dragged the little man out and 
threw him aside upoa th* bank. 

Frellick was not doad. but he waa 
not so very much alive. 

Andy looked around — he was a lit- 
tle dazed, and his eyes were heavy — 
and than h* climbed slowly UP late 
the brush aad wandered back toward 
where ho hod loft Wertnuth. 

* * * * 

re-HE from Thomaaten that 

1 certain m*& had etcapod their calls 
and struck north Into the wood* had 
spread quickly through Fraternity and 
her pleasant neighbor towns. The cot- 
tagers en Saba cook had heard, and thos* 
men whd started across the lake In a 
bosk at sight of Andy on the shore, had 
the matter in mind. 

They landed. In ac rambling haste, a 
few minutes after Andy had left Frel- 
lick; and they saw that the little man 
would live, and so secured him. A lit- 
tle later, groping through the tangle, 
they discovered Wermuth by hla curse# 
Andy they found last of all. and when 
the# found him they laughed aloud. 
For Andy had gathered up the muti- 
lated atrip of bacon, the ravished bag 
of beaaa, and all the odds and end* 
of provender that had been stolen 
from hi* wagon; and ho had stacked 
them quite carefully in a neat little 
pile. When they discovered him 
Andv was lying with his arms around 
this" pile of treasures, his cheek pil- 
lowed on the bacon strip. 

And he was peacefully and thor- 
oughly asleep. 

The men thought this so ridiculous 
a sight, and they were so amused to 
think that Andy had com* so far and 
risked so much for a few groceries, 
that they laughed long and loud, then 
and thereafter. They laugh still, 
whan the story is told over for the 
handredth time while they wait for 
tbe mall around the stove in Will 
Bissau’s store. 

But there I* always a curious, 
abashed net* In thair mirth as though 
they ware aot quit* sure th* Incldont 
was ridiculous, after all. The matter 
perplexes them. And a certain re- 
spect for Andy Is evidenced, now and 
then. In little ways. . 

Certainly that which the boy did 
tbat night and day in Whitcher 
ramp waa either ridiculous or sub- 
lime. 

Cepyrirht, P. F. Collier d Bea l 
Printed by epeciel «rran*emrnt with Tlir 
Weihinrton Ster end thr Mrtrojwlitan News 
«-4er Scrvicu. 


T O the Editor: 1 promised Ihe 
boys and girls in this col. last 
wk. that I would try and give 
you an model sample short 
story in thit wks. letter Mo as some 
of my readers that le interested In 
short etofy wriieing can study the 
form and style and technics and etc., 
of same so as lo get a idear of how 
to go sit wrtteing a short story and 
When once a person gets the hang 
of It they* nothing to prevent them 
from cleaning up a bbl. of money 
w riteing short slorys In spare time. 
J< g£j» ul ™ ' hf >> “ whole lot of 
iiZ * 1 " - * of * h » rl atory like 

for IMD k gheet atory or a detective 
•tM-y or * misery atory and etc., but 
the Mad that the editors and tbetr 
cllsats rats up ia a loro story that 


I to make Germany think we had a 
horse. Our liero and lady friend was 
woke up 1 morning by the sound of a 
axe putter pattering vs. a tree. Cam.- 
the discovery lhat their woods had 
been invaded by many of the modern 
woodmen. 

"What are we going to do?" Wis> - 
cracker broke out with a rash 
"They'll knock us for a pile of coni 
wood." 

’ "Come over Into nty tree." wheesrd 
the Squ.rrel Woman. "Thcy'a a hole 
In II where we can hide In It." 

Ho the pair of them dumb in It- r 
trunk and was checked lo France 

6 . 

O. la gay Parse." said the Squir- 


i o 


most of her sex, she picked up lan 
iguages like they was live coals. 

I Her and Wiseoracker was walking 



Wfl AND tMflDCRACKKR WAS WALKING TOOBTMRR DOWN 
AVENUE DU TOM VT JRRRY. i* 


TME 


boarder* on the risky, yqu might ; together down the Avenue du Tom et 
2*^'.. . to raw “ nd L ,he ,P* ot JbMjr. U was a wk, after the armla- 

don t half amt. to so much as long | tice was signed, and the great war 


witch 

you will notice the foiling pts. witch 
is nesaary to write a successful! short 
story vix.: (l) a anapy tittle, (t) tbe 
reader* InU Is griped at the atari. 
(1) tbe dialect la racey. (4) the 
scenes 1* layed In a unusual place 
and ft) the results Is a big supprise. 
In regard* to the at^le t have tried 


like 


aa tbe Hum la anapy aM the idrer ] was nearly' hTov's^' 
is original like tor I eat. a man and a f *Voua likao Pare* (You 
•fin 'being throwed together on a Paris ) V squawked WIseoraoker 
assert Island or something. i 'Tres," cam* the reply. - ■ 

>» *V -speaking of tree*," cam* thr reply, 

•itch I have tore off In spare time '“fion t you never miss our forest?" 


lo not write my beat ao as to not 
discourage prospected pupils that 
might Bay to themself. "What is the 
no* W* can't never write like he.” 
bnt still and all I have wrote In 


The bqnlrrel Woman broke Into a 
trot. 

"Without our forest. came the re- 
ply. "I feel like water off a dock's 

back.” 

Th# next day found them amongst 
the Ik>ys du Boulogn* sating sausage. 

J£Y gully, they wore both sick on the 


ilk* it and 1 ask 1 and all to not give 
up if they don’t seem to get on to 
th* nack at 1st. as It took ms a 
couple mo*, to master same and Is 
libel to take most people yra. 


TTR hadn't never expected ta find 
n her there. Au contralr* he had 
left th* City to get away from the 
likes of she. But there she waa. by 
golly, hopping from branch to branch 
of th* tree# that waa In th* wood* 
witch he had long called his own 
private forest 

*A Squirrel Woman!" he husked to 
himself, and Indeed her features was 
a ringer for the furry little reptile 
that llvea off of nuts. 

"Dla t*n,” he yodelled, and the girl 
leing him fur the 1st. time showed 


seeing 

her squirrel teeth In a leer. 

"Listen yourself yo- big bum^ came 
the reply; aad the squirrel Woman 
lept to th* ground ilk* a horn leper. 
“I suppose you are hungry.” she 
hayed. "Me* usually do." 

Arnold Wiseoracker waa much 
amused, for that was our hero’s name. 

I. 

pOR a wk. they lived in adjoln- 
” Ing whiffle tree# .the well groomed 
New Yorker aad th* Lady of the 

Squirrels. One day wile they waa 
setting on a root eatlag their break- 
fast of whiffle cone# the girl noticed 
that Wlsecracker was Squawking. 
"What is the idear, dear?" she fling 


th# reply. 
I *»»n you. 


till 

sick yoofieir." said 


A»d vice versa.' 

Nfearsrjs? 

I, "Thu make me all 

wFtkJLsaaaaroaa 

The stars looked down on them and 
laughed outright. 

IUNO W. LARDNER. 
Long’s Island. Nov. 10. 

(Cmyriskt. 1 M 0 .) 

WHEN PROCLAMATION 
WAS ISSUED BY MAYOR 


F 



,• MB YODELLED. 

TBE GIRL MOWED RED OQCIR- 


at him. "Don't you like my trues T” 
•Their limbs is pretty.” came the 
reply. 

"Leave.” she' barked, and he took 
a bough. 


O’ 


NE night that autumn they waa 
Bwaplng confidents. The Squirrel 
Woman told him how she had came 
to leave civil life, how they had been 
roden blood in her veins on the 
mother's side, and how ahe had not 
beea able to live with other people on 
accD of them suspecting her for a 
rat. and went after her with traps 
and poison. ' 

"Don’t dl* In th# house.” they had 
Implored Iter times without number. 

"Now. tell me about yourself,” she 
smacked him. "What Was you doing 
before you cum* to those here 

W< "Well.” b* bit off With a faint 
smirk, "Just before I wmt here I 
cleaned up In Wall street. 

•Maybe you knowad my brother." 
sh* burst. "He us* to bo a whit* 

^Wlsecracker was much amused. 

4. 

C ARE the spring ef 161?. when the 
United 8tat*s declared it a war 
on Europe, and the govt begin 
to scour the country for whiffle trees 


-EIGHT years ago Wash- 
ingtonians were Intrusted with 
the ballot and elected their 
own council, aldermen and 
mayor, thus enabling local official 
action to be taken in the matter or 
Thanksglvlhg day observance. 

The proclamation of Mayor Rich- 
ard Waiiach and the joint re»oiutiOn 
Of th# common council and board of 
aldermen follows; 

Proclamation by th* Major of Wash- 
ington City. 

Mayor's Office. Washington. 

• November 20. 1862. 

Whilst another section of our coun- 
try Is famine-worn and sister cities 
lie prostrate from evil* dreadful to 
suffer and mournful to behold, results 
of a blind and lawless resistance to 
constitutional authority and the maj- 
esty of the law, an all-seeing Provi- 
dence has averted from u* this curse 
of treason, and with an unreluctant 
hand vouchsafed us numerous evi- 
dences of Hi* grace. 

For that manifestation and this 
benediction it behooves us to be 
thankful; snd I. therefore, and In com- 
pliance with the following joint reso-' 
lutlon of the (,*lty Councils, request 
my follow-citizens to abstain front 
secular employment, and. assembling 
In their respective place* of wor- 
ship. on Thursday. 27th Instant, unite 
with reverent love in grateful ex- 
pressions 10 Almighty God. 

RICHARD WALLACH. Mayor. 
Joint Resolution Appointing a Day 
of Thanksgiving. 

Whereas It !s becoming in a Chris- 
tian people to return thanks to th<- 
Glver of all good for th# manifold 
blessings He vouchsafes them as a 
community, and whereas it is pe- 
culiarly appropriate that the city of 
Washington should unite with Iter 
sister cities in the observance of a 
day of public thanksgiving and praise. 
Proclamation.. . 

B* it therefore resalvsd. *tc.. Hun 
his honor., the mayor. Is hereby re- 
quested to set apart, by public proc- 
lamation. Thursday, 27tli November 
. instant, as a day of Lbankeglving 
. Mn J and praise to Almighty God for th. 
mercies of the past year, and of 
pr„ yer for the restoration of peace 
and of fraternal foaling throughout 
the Union, inviting nil cttlsens to 
abstain from their naual secular em- 
ployments and to unit* In n proper 
observance of the day. 

ALEX. R. SHEPHERD. 
President of Board of Common Council. 

JOSEPH F. BROWN. 
President of Board or Aldermen. 
Approved November 8. 18*2. 

RICHARD WALLACH. 

- Mayor- 
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Giving Bill the Laugh. 

AVID BELASCO. at a dinner in 
New York found himself seated 
opposite a brother play produoer 
"Well. Bill,” he said genially, 
'•how's the new show going r - 
"Only so-so, Dave; only so-ao. ' 
"Sorry to hear that. Bill." 

"Oh. there** a- reason for It. You 
I see, w# produced on Friday — an un- 
! lucky day. you know. Then there 
I was the car ntrike: that hit us where 
I we lived. And we'd hardly recovered 
from the blow when Lent came on. 
Of Course. Dave, business always 
falls off in Lent." 

Mr. Belasoo gave a loud laugh. 
"Bill." he saM. "I’ll tell you Wirai'« 
the trouble with that show of yours. 
You brought It out too soon after 
tbe San Francisco earthquake." 

• 1 * 


trip back aerost th* old pond. On 
the 4th day aut th*y aesn aarh ether 
op deck for th* lot that. 

"How d* you fealf" Wlsecracker 
style Witch naw begglaners will flnd .aaked her. Tfeu look rotten, 
it worth their wile to try and write i "And wk* var**," ram* 




